Innocent Exile 


Author: Mztwilson 

Bands: Iron Maiden 

Characters: Bruce Dickinson, Steve Harris 
Relationships: V/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen, Slash] 


Updated: Wed Jun 13 2012 16:50:27 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Innocent Exile 


Author's Notes: 
This is my first time writing guys so bear with me. If you like it | will definitely be continuing! Please let me 
know what you think! 


They had been on the road for what seemed like forever. Cities began to blend together, groupies were stil 
lurking, and the schedule was still demanding. The only thing that was keeping him from losing his mind was the 
time spent with him. 


It had all started one stormy night after hours at the pub. He could still remember it now: the drunken 
fumbling, the sloppy kisses and even sloppier blowjobs. He had always known there was a fire between then, it 
was the very reason why they were the faces of the band and he had to admit himself that he had found the 
bassist very attractive and a bit of the drink gave him enough courage to see if the other brunette felt the 
same. Fast forward a couple of years and here they were, sure they had to hide their relationship from the 


three blondes that helped to complete their band of thieves but it made the moments they were able to find 
together all the sweeter. 


But lately they haven't been able to spend much time together because of the intense schedule; they barely 

had time to say hi before they were swept up in the beast that is Iron Maiden. His luck was hopefully about 

to change though, they finally had four days off before heading to Los Angeles and were checking into a hotel 
instead of sleeping on the uncomfortable bunks of the tour bus. 


"Yer thinkin’ awful loud there Bruce." 


There he was, the object of his thoughts, standing right in front of him. He plopped down in the seat beside 


Bruce on the sofa of the lounge area. 

"Just thinking of ways to spend these next few days off, Harry." 

Steve looked towards the front of the bus and then towards the back where the bunks were, seeing no one 
else near he leaned towards Bruce and whispered, "Maybe | can fink of some fings to.. keep you ‘entertained’, 


mate." 


Bruce's cock jumped not only at the hidden suggestion but the warmth of Steve's breath ghosting past his ear. 
"What do you have in mind, ‘Arry?" he whispered breathlessly. 


The grin on Steve's face was feral when he gave Bruce's ear a little flick of the tongue and Bruce shuddered, 


"You'll find out soon enuff, Bruce, you'll find out soon enuff" 


With that he got up and made his way to his bunk to wait out the rest of the ride; Bruce just sat there, 
ached, and thought of all the possibilities of what Steve had to offer. 


